
FINAL PAGE 

 A nurse aide arrives. 

 “Lottie?” she gently touches my shoulder. I don’t answer or move, but I can hear her. 

 “No response,” she says to herself. “I’ll get Dr. Sokol.” 

 He stands over me, inspects from the top of my head to my toes, lightly lifting the sheet 

to do so. 

 “It should only be a few hours,” his voice is soft. 

 The tea and toast tray are on the side table.  

 “First day she hasn’t eaten,” the nurse aide comments. 

 “Usually that happens three or more days before death.” 

 Max’s presence in the steaming teacup is gone. Char has disappeared. 

 Obviously, to describe what it’s like to die, I must make a few guesses. The sea is to the 

east; in front of me the red cedar trees and Juniper are still blue greens. The lilacs are dropping 

leaves, the golden rod sways. The hydrangeas form puffs that will rasp against each other in the 

winter’s cold winds. The yarrow has lush feathery leaf clumps and stalks of dried seed heads 

from the golden flowers. 

 My back is to the mountains which I can’t see. Below is the dark earth which rises to 

become sea, the horizon and sky. The water sluices a direct line down the hill over the greyish 

boulders and around tree trunks and over the grasses and plants. All look golden at mid-

afternoon, pinkish in evening, dark shades of pale in the moonlight, and greenish before dawn. 

 I navigate around the world, spinning in space. My space is not different or the same as 

anyone else’s. And everything is seen and unseen at the same time. The last leaf on the tree, the 

white cloud in blue sky, the gooseberries long since dropped their last fruit. 



 

 I hear the chatter with friends from decades past. 

 “No way!” 

 “For sure.” 

 “You’re kidding!” 

 But this blackest space is quiet now, even as busy voices fill markets on the other side of 

the globe. My stationary self, not so stationery as this planet curves it way through space. Its 

amazing tall trees aren’t bending down, the mountains heaving, the squirrels, racoons, deer 

clutching to hold on while the ground hogs are particularly good at it. 

 The form of me to come is not so different from the form I am now.  

 *** 

 Late in the afternoon, the nurse aide checks in for the last time.  

 I try to smile. I breathe my last.  

 From where I go, I see the aide gently cover my body with the sheet, then open the door 

to reveal my nameplate - Charlotte O’Rourke. 

  

 

THE END 


